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AHTEE'
CHICKEN

Cholera Cure!

MAjbsRPJt II J

Thousands of dollars worth or
chickens die. every year from Chol-
era. It is more fatal to chickens than
all other diseases combined. But the
discovery of a remedy that positively
cures it has been made, and to be con-
vinced of its efficacy only requires a
trial. A 50-cen- ts bottle is enough for
one hundred chickens. It is guar-
anteed. If, after using two-third- s of
a bottle, the buyer is not thoroughly
satisfied with it as a cure for Chicken
Cholera, return it to the undersigned
and your money will be refunded.
For sale by G. W. Short. Cloverport, Ky.

STOP TOTJIt COUGH WITHrem
Cures Coughs, Colds, Hoarseness,

Croup, Whooping Cough, Bronchitis,
Incipient Consumption, and Trill re-
lievo consumptive pnticnts In ad-
vanced stages 5 will enro whenenrn-nolo- ,

nnd rotioTO in tlio worst cases.
NcotlmtC. C. C. Is blown in OTcrrliot-tl- o

nndtnlco no other. Price 25c.
J. C. MENDENHALL & CO.,

60LE PROPRIETORS,
EVAKSVILXE,

SOLD BY DnUGQISTS GENERALLY.

Remove Corns, Warts & Rontons with
CERTAIN CORN CURE.

25. Otis. , BOTTZi33.
SOLD AND WAWIANTED BT

C3--- "7". SZESOIES'n:

YtiW

11ii.". pnerrt UVK tttSWii"x r n 1 1 a fHrNoUlLFnEE.(JoltltiMM$Z l Worth 9IUO.OO, Heat $&
J watch In the world. IVrftclwmsmywm' tlinckMprr Warranted .waTf,

bolip 00 IP nnnunr caeta.
JUoth ladiee'and rtM a lixri,
F with wotki tod casta or
nuat ralue Oil HRSOKln

rrich local it r can Mean on

m8ewZ& nCree. tcrtthrr with our lir
nd valuable Hnoof llotiaehaltJfhFL8FilnmnlM. TbtM aa bit a. Will

HTiSojjtTrih. ..-- am All the work yoa,

&! do U to ehow what wo aend rou to thoaa who c.ll-y- our

frtands and ndi hboreand thoaa about you thai alwaya rtiulll
Invaluatlotradtfarut.whUlihoMaforyfarawhtnoncoaUrtad,
and Ihua wo ar repaid. Wo ray all ctpreaa, freight, tie. After
yon know all, it you would ilk to iro lo work for ".a can
am from 0VO lo WOO pr wtfk and apwardt Addrtai,

Ntlneun t Co., Uoi Hi 15, rortlnuil, Maine.

& HEHDE

Packet Line.

jyjL
Passerrger, Mail and Express Boats.

For all way landing!, between Louisville and
Henderson, the elegant and fleet ateamera

JAMES QOTUniE.
TELL CITY,

CITY or 0WKN8110R0.
One of the above fine sldewbeel iteamers nan

np and dawn dally. Splendid aceommodattona
(it 1 took.

General office and 178 Fourth street,
Louisville, Ky.

W. W. HITE, Prest.
D, L. Pkksy, Supt.

Louisville. St, Louis & Texas D. R. Co.

' TIME SCHEDULE,
. ( Taking Effect

At 5:00 o'clck A. U.t Sundaj, Feb. 23, 1890.

Vt'ttl Hound Traim Eixit Pound Traint
Mill, AND MOL iND

xruRia. STATIONS. EZP8K88.
8.00am 1.20nf

.0,19 KenmoKy oireoi l.uo..
; Alma House

I'leasure Ridge Park
Valley

, ..Meadow Lawn..
-- River View..

0.00 West Point 12.25 ..
8.32 Hock Haven 12.02 ..
9.41 Long Branch U.62asi
9.62 Brandenburg 1 1.40 ..

10.02 - Karon- - 11.31 ..
10.13 Quston ..11.20 ..
10.23 Irvlngton 11.00 ..
10.32 Webster 10.59..
10.47 Lodlburg; 10.47 ..
10.(7 Plereo 10.37
11.03 Sample.,..?. ,10.30 ,
11 13 ,. Stephensport 10.10 ..
11.22- - Holt 10.10..
11.38 - Cloverport M 0.64
11, Mm Sklllman 9.39
12.08pm Ilaweiville.. , 0.2J
13,23 Kaleon 9.19 M

12.31 Lewlaport , 8.56..
12.62 .. Powers 8.30 ..

1,06 Patea 8.21 ..
1.15 M Arr Owoniboro Lve 8 Ham
1.39 Stanley 7.45 ..
1,4 Worthlngton 7.34 ..
3,07 SnottsTltle 7.11
2,1ft .. .....; llasketta 7.05 ..
S.OIruArr UenJersoa Lvo (1,60am

Thomas Tyler's Tombstone.

By MART a WALKER.

I.
USIE BARCLAY
was in the back
yard one Monday
ntglit, taking the
clotlie3 from tlio
line, when her
fnthor's hired
men, Thomas Ty-
ler nnd Samuel
Dale, came up
tho lano from tlio
potato Held. They
both looked at
the girl, but iftrm cither of them

thought alio made pretty picture
flitting In and out among tlio snowy
linen, the slanting sunbeams falling on
Iter shapely form and comely faco and
shining black hair, ho did not say so to
ills fellow; for, though Farmer Barclay's
hired men had plowed and planted
and hood side by side through tho spring
and summer days, and at night slept to-

gether in tho big chamber over the
kitchen, they wero not on confidential
terms. Samuel D.ile, who had been on
tho farm half a dozen years, was jealous
of tho growing iniluenco of a compara-
tive stranger, who, it seemed likely,
would supplant him in nioro wnys than
one.

Eaily tiio previous spring, a well
dressed, good looking man, about SO

years of age, knocked at Farmer Bar-
clay's door and offered to hire out for
the summer. Tito farmer took him upon
trial hands were Bcnrco that year and
when his month was out, engaged him
for the season. He was smart to work

as a man needed to bo who could hoe
his row with Samuel Dale clever at
contrivnnco nnd handy with tools. Ho
kept the farmer's mouth stretched with
his. jokes, though ho seldom showed his
own whito teeth in n laugh.

"A sharp wltted, wide awake fellow,"
said Farmer Barclay, "who pays for his
bread and bacon by his good company."

Tho new hand was no less a favorite
indoors. Susie Barclay, tho farmer's
only child, housekeeper and mistress
her mother was dead looked with in-

creasing favor upon tho gallant stranger,
who, when he was by, would not allow
her to bring a pail of water from tho
well or a handful of kindling wood from
tlio shed, but performed theso offices for
her with a respectful deference of man-
ner, accompanying them with well
worded compliments and admiring
glances that wero very flattering to tho
simple country girl. Meanwhile, Sam-
uel Dale lounged on tho porch or sat
dangling his long legs from tho kitchen
table.

On tho Monday evening when our
story commences tho two men washed
at tho pump, nnd Thomas Tyler, after
carefully brushing tho dust from iiis
clothes and running a pocket comb
through his crisp black curls, hastened
to join Suslo Barclay in tho clothes yard,
while Samuel Dale went out to the far-
mer on tlio porch.

Dalo was tall and somewhat ungainly
in person, with a ruddy, open faco and a
pleasant brown oye. Ho was simple and
straightforward in manner, had a sunny
temper, and was honest through and
through.

The old farmer was half asleep iu his
chair, nnd tho setting sun shone full
upon ills jolly red faco and gray hair.

"Father Barclay," said Samuel Dale,
"I want to know how much longer you
aro going to ietthis go onr"

"Eh! What, Sammy?" said tho old
man, waking with n start. "You reckon
we'd better put it down to oats, don't ye?
Tlio way we'vo been goin on with that
medder lot would spilo tho best pieco of
land in tho stnto of Ohio."

"Seolicro, Father Barclay," said tho
young man. "I have that on my mind
lately that leaves mo no heart for farm
work. Look yonder, will you? Tiiat
girl has been as good as promised to
me theso threo years, and wo'd been
man and wife beforo this, only you said
alio was too young, and coaxed mo to
wait a spell. Now look at her, will
your

Tho porch commanded a view of tlio
gVecn yard sloping' down to the meadow
bank behind tlio farm house. Susie's
task was completed, and the great round
basket at her sido was heaped high with
tho snow whito linen. Her companion
was taking down tho lino, when sudden-
ly, by a dexterous movement, ho threw a
coil over tlio girl's head. Sho struggled
to freo herself, but it was plain to see,
by her laughing, blushing faco and tlio
yielding motion of her suppio framo
toward her captor, that she was no un-
willing prisoner in his grasp. Thomas
Tyler, holding tho ends of tho ropo in his
right hand, looked toward the porch and
showed his whito teeth in a Bmile.

Tho sight was not agreeable to Samuel
Dale.

"Do you sco that?" ho said, angrily.
"It's been going on for weeks, nnd ho
winding himself round tho girl as lie's
tightening that ropo round her now. Do
you want to sco her tied hand nnd foot,
Father Barcluy, nnd never lift a finger
to stop it?"

"Sho! sho! Sammy! what's como over
ye, boy? You look as black as a thunder
cloud, Gittin' jealous, hoy? Why the
girl's foollu' a little, that's all. Girls will
bo girls, you know, and Tom Tyler's a
good lookiiv chap, with a smooth tonguo
in his head for women, folks. And, now
I think of it, he's always round tho girl.
You must stick up to her, Sammy. I
can't do your courtin' for yo. Show n
littlo pluck, my boy. If Tom Tyler talks
soft, do you talk softer. Women folks
liko coaxin' and flattcrln'; nnd mebbo
you havesJt giv' Suo cnougli of it."

"I am no match for Tom Tyler at that
game," said tho young man, moodily.
"Your daughter lias known my mind
theso tlireo years, and don't need any
soft words to tell her of it. And, Father
Barclay, tho foolings that's been going
on for tho lost fortnight is a kind I can't
put up with. I thought you might have
soBaethiug to say about her throwing
ncrseit uway on a icuowunose 'very
n&mo was strange lo her tlireo months
ago; but I see you have no notion to
meddle. Sho ia likely to follow her own
bent, I suppose, for all your opinion or
laine. But there's ono thing; she's

played fast nndlooso with iho long
enough. I'll havo it out with her this
night. Sho shall take her choice between
us, nnd"

Ho stopped abruptly, and turned upon
his heel, for Thomas Tyler and tho farm-
er's daughter wero coming up tho walk
bearing the basket of clothes between
them.

That ovenlng, when tho supportable
was cleared away, and Mr. Tyler had
gono down tho road to the village, Sam-
uel Dale, after somo difficulty for tho
girl of late had been shy of his company

procured nn interview with Suslo Bar-

clay.
"It has been on my mind to speak to

you, Susie," iio said, "for a week, but
you would never glvo mo tho chance.
You know how matters havo stood be-

tween us theso tlireo years. Wo havo
kept company together over sinco I
camo to Barclay Firtm, and though I'vo
nover asked you to namo tho day, I
think you've known my mind well
enough. I am not a man of many
words, and I haven't tho wit to flatter
you with soft speeches, but I lovo you,
Susie Barclay. Will you take mo for a
husband this day month?"

"La, Mr. Dale!" said the girl, with a
tos3 of her pretty head, "how you startla
mo! Tako you for a husband, indeed!
I am too young to marry this long whllo
yet. I am suro I don't know my own
mind tlireo days together. And I am
afraid I shouldn't mako you a good
wife, and it's better for both of us to
wait a while, nnd"

Ho interrupted her: "Susie, I havo
courted you threo years. If I wait long-
er, it will bo to seo another man carry
you off in a month. You've known mo
long enough to learn your own mind
about me. You must tako mo now, or
you must let mo go."

"I nm suro you aro freo to go if you
like," sho said, flushing; "there's no-
body to hinder you. You havo no right
to speak to mo liko that. I am not your
servant, Samuel Dale. I nover prom-
ised to marry you, nnd perhaps I never
will."

"You tell mo that," said tho young
man, bitterly, "after keeping mo in
hand all these years! Susan Barclay,
aro you going to play mo false, that you
may marry u man you never heard of
three months ago?"

"Who told you I was going to marry
any one?"

"Do I need to bo told? Haven't I
watched you since tho day that man Bet
his foot in your father's house? And
because I trusted you, and thought
you'd known mo too long to bo taken
with a newcomer, you carried on your
courting beforo my eyes. You false,
hard hearted girl! But no, you nover
wero that. It's only that tills smooth
faced coxcomb lias bewitched you. Oh,
Susie! can't you tell him there's nn hon-

est heart that's loved you truo theso
threo years, and so with a frank word
send him packing?"

"If it's Mr. Tyler you nro talking
about," said Susio Barclay, "you may set
your mind at rest, for there's nothing
but friendship between us. Ho's never
so much as asked mo to marry him; but
ho's a pleasant, civil spoken gentleman,
that doesn't call people names behind
their backs; and I'll not stay hero to bo
scolded, Samuel Dale; and I'll die an old
maid beforo I'll marry tho cross husband
you will make."

"Is that your' lost word to me?" ho
said, sorrowfully. "Then I havo my
answer, and Barclay Farm is no place
for me, though I thought to spend my
days here. It's manners for tho old lovo
to go when tho new lovo comes. Well,
good night, Susie. I wish you well,
though you'vo given me a Eoro heart to
carry; but curses on tho man that's como
between mo nnd my girl!"

Sho stole a sidelong glance, nnd when
sho saw how his ruddy cheek had turned
pale, and his mouth was set in a gloomy,
resolute expression, her heart softened
toward him. But- - she-d-id- notput her
pity into words. Sho listened to his slow,
heavy steps as ho mounted tho stairs to
his chamber, till tho gate opened with a
sharp cl ick, and sho heard Thomas Tyler's
brisk tread as ho camo up tho walk.
Then sho ran to tho kitchen glass to ar-

range tho knot of pink ribbons under her
chin, and thought no mOro of Samuel
Dale that night.

Tlio poor fellow could not sleep for his
aching heart; and when, an hour later,
his room mato camo in, whistling softly
to himself, with his black oyes shining,
Samuel Dalo lay and watched him from
octween his half closed lids.

JTiio man took writing materials from
iiis trunk, and was soon busily at work,
bending closely to his task. Ho appeared
to bo making a copy of a letter spread
out beforo him; and when it was com-

pleted, and ho held up the two docu-

ments sido by side, it seemed to Samuel
Dalo at tho distanco whero ho lay that
tho work was well dono, for tho copy
might havo been mistaken for tlio orig-
inal. Mr. Tyler scanned tho result of his
lalior critically, nodded his head onco or
twico in approbation; then, locking tho
papers in his trunk, betook himself to bed.

II.
Tho farmer was twico surprised tho

noxtday. Samuel Dalo announced iiis
intention of leaving tho farm when his
year was 'out, and his daughter, with
smile3 and blushes, informed him that
sho had passed iter word, provided ho
was willing, to tako Thomas Tyler for a
husband.

'.'Why, Suie," said tho old man, "you
etriko mo nil of a heap! Sammy Dale
has been waitin' for you theso threo
years, and you aro as good as promised
to Jiiiu, you know. I'vo reckoned all
along on him an' you hitchin' horses, an'
corryin' on tho farm after I was under
ground."

"Father, I never promised to marry
Samuel Dale. Living together in tho
sauio house, I couldn't well help his
koeping company with mo; and perhaps
I might havo thought sometimes I should
like him well enough to take him for a
husband; but that was beforo I know
Mr. Tyler. I'll raurry tho man of my
choice father, or I'll livo and dlo nn old
maid."

Then camo coaxing nnd tears, and tho
easy old man, who had nover crossed
his'daughter's wishes sinco her mother
died, yielded.

"Well, well, Suslo, you must havo
yourown way, I suppose," ho said; "and
Tom Tyler's smart fellow, and right
handy about the furm."

Ho administered comfort to Samuel
Dalo in his own peculiar fashion:

"What's tho use of taking it so hard,
Sammy? Thero's likely girls besides Suo
Barclay, who will havo yoi for tho nskln'.
I wish you'd make up your mind to settle
down snug nnd comfortable, and let
things go along in tho old truck."

Samuel D.ilo shook his head. "I had
best bo gone," no said "best for bur
and best for mo. I'd bo right glad
to go but you havo always
dono tho fair thing by me, and I can't
lcavo you right iu tho busy season. I'll
stay till after harvcsllu', nud then I'll
bo off. You don't know me, Father
Barclay. At thought of tho trick that
man has played, my blood runs 11 ro
and my hands itch to get hold of him.
I might bo left to do him n mischief
somo day."

"Sho! sho! Sammy! you don't mean
it,"

"I can't work days, nor sleep nights,
for tho trouble that's on my mind. It
ain't nltogcther for my own loss. If
'twas a. good man sho'd jilted mo for,
I'd muster pluck to bear it. Father
Barclay, I must speak out, though you'll
eay it's bad blood makes ino talk ill of
tho man that's gained where I'vo lost.
I have mistrusted him fiom tho first.
He's ns bold as brass, and his tonguo
runs liko a mill wheel, but it's littlo ho
finds to say of his own uffuirs. And
when you como down to it, who is lie?
and whero did he como from? and what
has ho been about all iiis life?"

"Suslo knows," said tho old man,
eagerly. "Ho told her all nbout it
how ho was born nnd brought up in
Connecticut, nnd his father died when
ho was a littlo shaver, nud he'd kep' his
mother an' nil tho children by his earn-in's- ,

till tho old lady died and tho chil-
dren got homes with their relations;
and then ho cams west to seek his for-
tune; pnd Susio says such a good son
will bo bum to mako n good husband."

"Humph!" said Samuel Dale.

III.
"Susie," called tho farmer tho next

Sunday afternoon, "have you been mod-dli- n'

with this book?"
Ho stood turning tho leaves of tho

family Bible, that always-stoo- d on n
round stand in the corner of tho kitchen.

"No, father."
"Well, somebody has. Hero's n milk

bill in tho wrong place; and there's a
letter I wrote last Sunday to Sfjuiro
Cooper, nnd hadn't decided to send, nnd
so slipped it in hero somewhere, and it's
gone."

Susio assisted her father to soaroh for
tho missing letter, but it could not be
found. Thomas Tyler was busy again
that night with ills writing after overy
ono clso iu tho houso was in bed, nnd the
next day he took tho farmer's old whito
horse and drovo over to Lester's Corners.
Susio followed him to tho porch, and as
ho drew her under tho shadow of the
grapevine to snatch n parting kiss she
saw tho corner of a letter peeping fiom
his pocket and took it slyly out. Before
sho road tho nddrcsa ho discovered his
loss and caught her hand so roughly
that sho cried out with pain. .

"Give mo that letter,'' hosaid, sternly;
and tlicro was a look in his black eyes
sho had never seen there before; but a

Jiff .JHws

"0r me that letter."
moment later ho apologized for his rude-
ness, kissed tho littlo hurt hand and
made his peaco as well as ho could.

IV.
Beforo harvesting was over tho wed-

ding day was fixed. A hired girl took
Suslo's placo in tho kitchen, and sho sat
all day at her chamber window over-
looking tlio beautiful goldon Holds whero
her lover was at work, making her wed-

ding dress. And wiicn tho corn crib
was full, aud tho wheat was in tho barn,
and tho potatoes in tho collar, sho camo
to Samuel Dalo and asked him, in her
pretty, caaxing way, not to leavo Bar-
clay Farm till after tho wedding.

Tho poor fellow, whoso heart grow
sorer and sorer at tho thought of his
loss, looked in her bright faco with pas-

sionate, regretful tenderness. "I'll stay
if you bid me, Susie," ho said.

And now commenced grand prepara-
tions, and tlio beating of eggs, tlio
pounding of spices, and stirring nnd
shaking and Bifting wero sounds all day
heard in tho groat kitchen of tho farm
house, for tho brido-ele- and Bctsoy,
tho hired girl, ruada tho wodding cake.
Only tho brido's loaf was ordered from
Cleveland, for Susio Barclay declared
sho could not bo married without a cer-

tain wonderful structure, to bo mado
with frosting an inch thick, and sur-
mounted witii two sugar doves, their
bills meeting in a conjugal kiss. Great
was her distress, therefore, when, tho
evening beforo tlio wedding, tho stago
fulled to bring the expected box.

"Don't fret, Susie," said Samuel Dale,
who could not bear to seo a shadow on
tho dear faco. "I'll rido over to Lester's
early in tho morning, and if it's there
you shall havo It by 10 o'clock."

Accordingly, ho was up betimes, and
as tho wagon rattled out of tho yard tho
brido put her head from tho window.

"Rido fast, Samuel," sho Baid, "and
bo suro and bo back by 10 o'clock, or
you'll miss tho ceremony."

"Confound tho ceremony!" said Sam-

uel Dalo, for thcro was a limit to tlio
long suffering patlenco of oven this ex-

emplary young man; and then aloud:
"All rlirbf. Suslo: I'll bo back in good

time," and to departed.
At Lester's Corners ho found what hu

sought, and, pleased to think that now
Susio would havo her wedding loaf, was
leaving the depot when the station
master called after him.

"There's a woman hero waiting to
tako tho stage to Barclay's," ho said;
"w ill j on glvo her a l Ide'r"

Samuel Dalo turned with reluct-
ance.

"I don't know how to step minute."
ho said; "I agreed to be back by 10
o'clock."

Tho man called to Bomo ono within,
nnd n small woman, with n pinched,
careworn face, mid thin, light hair, ap-
peared in the doorway. Sho whs dress-
ed in shabby black, and her clothing
was creased nnd tumbled nnd soiled by
a long jouiney.

"Hero's a gentleman will tako you to
Barclay's, maim,'' said tho man. "Hur-
ry up he can't wait."

She looked timidly in Samuel Dale's
face, but htill stood in the doorway.

"Tlicio'Mtlieliox.sir," bhusald; "would
tho gentleman kindly t ';o the box?"'

"Oh, that's all right," said tho official.
"I'll send it tip by tho stage. Come,
jump aboard."

"If j on please, Rir, I couldn't leavo it
behind. I havo brought th.it box a long
way; I I'll wait for tho ctnge."

"Wait, then!"' ho said, gruffly; but
Samuel Dalo mat ked the w Oman's weary,
disappointed face.

"Fetch along her traps," said he, "and
don't bo nil day about it, either;" but
half repented his kindness, for tho box,
unwieldy in its proportions nnd of no
light weight, occupied a goodlv spaco in
tho wagon, nud the woman betrayed so
much anxious solicitude about its dis-
posal ns to eoincwhnt impede their jour-ue-

"Is It quite safe, tir, do you think?"
sho inquired timidly as tho wagon jolted
down the hill.

"I should hay it was, inarm, unless
there's chinoy or glasj or homo fciich brit-

tle thing inside of it."
"Oh, sir, it's a deal nioro precious than

that. It's n stone, sir a tombstone. 1

havo brought it all tho way from Sims-bur- y

to put over my hiisband'n grave."
"fao loll!" baid Simiiel Dale.

Tlio DIITnonce.
A woman- - l iroau drawer ulll bold balf a ton of

clothes,
A luxrosol, bo no bandboxes, and goodness only

knows
now many scores of other things n Itbln It she

mil) store.
And yet there's nhvaj.s lots of room for twico as

many more.

But glvo a man that self same drawer and Just
one pair of Rookn,

An undershirt, some dirty cuds, an empty collar
box,

And n hen ho's put them Iu It It's capacity he'll
Clut,

And fill It up bo aw ful full he'll never get It shut
Chicago Herald.

There are many Couuh Remedies, bu'
only one "Certain Couch Cure." See thn
the trade mark ' C C C." is on the wrap-

per and blown in the bottle. Sold by G
W Short.

LLMflH4fltXrlltiMMaJH

MFwiigjj""g&
FINE SHOW GASES.

v OS-A-sk for catalogue.
TERRY M'F'G CO.. Nashville, Tenn,

tAQENTS WANTcERDE?R THE

W-ft.- H. BTOBTT
SURRY

or

ffHijb Eagle's Nest
. IT

Jchn tsten Cooke.

This tbrilllsi
bl.torlo atory.
which hn txtnJLm out of print, and
for which ih.r.
hufceenauch a
greatdemindli
now tuned as a
BCDSCItlTTIOM
BOOK, with
many mtgnlfl-cen- t

illustrat-
ions. 1berhi
never been a
tnore popular

book throughout the Boutbern EUtea than "SonnT
ovEAau'iXnrr.' Many years have passed since
tho thrilling acenea herein recounted of the
dead of valor of tho Confederate Soldier, jrst
tho interest, by thoaa who fought with Ashby,
Btnart, Johnston, Besuregard, Jackson and Lte,
In the cause for which th.y ao deaperately and
brarely battled, will nexer grow leaa. Thla
thrilling atory pictures not alone joy and aorrow,
and a lovo aweetly told, but is fll Wd with hlstorio
incidents of the Brest contest between the South
and the North. Here la a book for the old

to recall to him the vlrld acenta of
the greatest Clrll War erer known, to callback
Mi own campaigns, and tell blid of the mighty
Ohlariaina, dear to the memory of every one who
wore tho Qray, "

"Burry of Laglo'a Keat " will find a welcome
In every home. That It may be within
the reach of every one. It la published at the low
rmexor $1, though a tanox, DAtoMa volumx,
siAxmruiiTi:j.uimuTED and xlioantlt boukd.

SOLD ONLY BY SUBSCRIPTION.
Aa tho demand for thla ou Tuvonrrx soon

tcMch kas betn cue of print to lony, wlU be large,
and applications for agencies very numerous, ll
wbodulra to act aa Agenta ahould write for tcrma
and quickly eecuro choice) of terrltoiy.
Q. W. DILLINGHAM, Publisher',

33 Woat 330 St., New York.

JDnarnEffin:mBffrjrBfimBwinrBrrM&

. What is

Cnstorln, la Dr. Saml Pltouor'a old, hitrmlota and qniolr onro for
Infanta and CUlldron's Complaints. Superior to Cantor OH,
Paregoric op Nnrcotlo Syrnpx. Chlldrn ory for Caatorlrt. Mil
lions of Mothers blonn Cimtorin.

Castorla cures Colic, Constipation ;
Bour Htomach, Diarrhoea, Eructation ;
01 res healthy sleep ; also aids digestion ;
Without narcotic stupefaction.

Tns
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0UERBACKBB, GILM0BE & CO..

Wholesale Grocers,
319 SB 3S1 "W-- 3!vairL St.,

LOUISVILLE, KY.
SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO FILLING ORDERS.

GREGORY & CO.,
Ilendqnnrtrrs for

Reapers and Mowers,
Grain Drills, Fnil;zr Cempi.t, Mil an

Plaster, Salt. L'me C ! 0 I

by the IlHrrnl, PluBter Hnir,
t

Pine & Poplar Shingles
Brick, Plow Handle. Pire Flooring al-

ways kept on haud Orders ac-

companied by ensh prompt-- h

tilled.
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INDIANAPOLIS, IND.

'No. 1. S
Price, $18.00 at Factory.

Cash with Order, F

B 11
Strictly First-clas- Warranted.

AH bocond Growth Hickory.
Steel Axles and Tiros.

Low Bent Scat Arms. Perfectly Balanced
long, Easy Kldlntr, OH Tempered Sbring.

Debt Wheels and Best All Over.
IF YOU CANT FIND THBM FOR SALE

hi. &

&

No. Third St.,

Take no shoes nnleaa
GADTI0N V, I.. Douglita' nnme and

nrlru lire hIuiudimI on the
bottom. If tlio tlrulcr cannot supply you,
aeml direct to factory, encloslne mhertlsed
price. Jjfi!i''lw

.aaEl'
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W. L. DOUGLAS
$3 SHOE GENTLEMEN.

Fine Calf, Heavy Laced Grain and Creed,
xnoor Waterproof.

Itent In tlio world. Kxnmlne Ilia
ss.ou ii:ni)ink iiani-ki;wk- i hiiok.
i:i.fSO l'OI.IOU AND FAltMKItH SHOE.
i4.no KXT1CA VAI.UK VXl.V SIIOK.Si. 2 Ar tta YltKINlMi:N'H HtlOKH.
ili.OO nnd SI. 75 HOYS' bCHOOl, bllOKS.

All mads to Congress, Button and Lace.

$3 & $2 SHOES lafd0.18.
81.70 HIIOK FOK MISSr.S.

Beat Material, ltrat Style. Best Flttlar.
"W. I-- Dougliu, Urocktou, Mas. 8old by

(Bowmer & Hambleton.
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" I recommend CnMorla for children's
complaints, as superior touny prescription
known to me." II. A. Archer, M. D .

Ill So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

Cxntach Compakt, 77 Murray St., New York.

hOBUlSM Unmrtlier en mill ih:hi"Ji-- I FREErmroiica Inl
th world. Our rirUltJffjirw
jnfqntlvd and to tntrodufvour
oiwtiwrroodtwtwIH irndrma

too UK In rich lotitlrra atabova Only I hot who writ
ti uiit oncacam maka lur tinr biik thecfaanct All you hava to do in

CY rtiurnlalo show oar roodi to
tUot who fill your nrlchhora
and thoa around you. Tht brmW Kfnnlnr of ,bt advrrtltttntnt
ibowa tba itnaii tna or tbtp. TfeafolloirhifcGt (ha afpeannca of It rrduetd to

pBPJBPJPHIiyjl
about tht fiftieth part of Hi bulk It la a rrand. double alii

largo at u tatyio carry w wl" lw bowyou how you
can maaa from HU to 8 1 0 day at leait, from th Hit

llttr write at onca Wapay alWipmicbarra
AddrtM.H HALLLTTAO),, UoiMHU, J'OKTLAiU, Maihi
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BY YOUR MERCHANTS, WRITE US.

Louisville, Ky
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PAPERS !
FOR THE

SPRING TRADE
IUST RECEIVED AT

jeajjaj

BABBAG
CLOVERPOK1 JLataaVXt

CO.,

IfSM

W. HERND0N CO.,

Produce General Coiiuiii'ii
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